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Parish Doctor (on visit to Workhouse). “ Waxt TO LEAVE, DO You ? 


Casual Inmate. “ Livin’s Too ‘tan. Can't 
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NERVES. 
Why?” 


STAND IT. ‘FRAID OF GETTIN’ FATTY "EART.” 








A TEMPEST IN A TEACUP. 


Lucky the author of a rather commonplace play who has | 
Miss Marie Tempest for his heroine. Never was the assistance 
of this sprightly actress more valuable than in the piece by 
Mr. Cosmo Gorpon Leynox entitled The Freedom of Suzanne, 
now being given at the Criterion. By the author’s wish, as 
evidenced in the playbill, we are to consider this effort as a 
“ Light Comedy,” and all that can help to make it so is done | 
by Miss Tempest as Suzanne Trevor, and, as far as opportunity | 
is afforded him, by Mr. Cartes Sucpen as an old roué.| 
Mr. Attan AyneswortH as the wayward Suzanne’s somewhat 


| stodgy husband, Charles Trevor, acquits himself well of the 


very difficult task of impersonating an uninteresting variant | 
of the commonly-sensible type so familiar to playgoers who 


| call to mind John Mildmay, Citizen Sangfroid, and a few) 
| others. 


Then we have the mother-in-law, unpleasantly dictatorial | 


| and odiously interfering . . . well, we know that mother-in-law, | 


and Miss Apa Ferrar succeeds in putting Lady Charlotte | 


Harry Ceeil, the modern stage-type of a gay Lothario, is 
excellent, as also is that of the boyish lover, Tommy Keston, 
played by Mr. A. E. Matraews. The same may ‘be said of 
the ogling lumbago’d old fop (of the Lord Ogleby family), 
Lord Datchet, carefully rendered by Mr. Hotman C1ark. 
Mr. TiTnerapcr appears as a kind of colourless friend of the 
family, and Miss Auice Beet’s Miss Minching, the companion, 
amusingly recalls some other characters of a similar kind 
with much the same business. 

Miss Beatrice Beckey, a lady of no particular importance, 
is sympathetic as Suzanne's attached friend, and Miss Florence 
Sryciair sufficiently indicates the mischievous kind of flirt 
she is engaged to represent. The charwoman, a very small 
character part in the last Act; is repulsively comic, and is 
excellently played by Miss ALice Mansrierp. 

Had the author only taken trouble to strengthen his 
material, and develop his best comedy characters on the 
right lines, the piece, though based upon the well-worn 
theme of Divorcons, with such a cast, and with so brilliant 
and popular a comédienne as Marie Tempest, might have 





Trevor on the best possible terms with the audience. That} achieved a great success and would have secured for itself a 


| Mr. Lewnwox should have introduced into the piece the old| long run. But the work is thin, and those who come to 


| roué Fitzroy Harding, admirably made up and perfectly | jaugh resent the’seriousness of the so-styled “ light comedy,” 
| played for all it is worth, and more, by Mr. Cuartes SvGDEN,| which results in dulness, and feel grieved to see merry Miss 


only to drop him out of it again as soon as possible, is 4| Tpypesr moved to convulsive tears and hysterical sobs about 


| matter of sad surprise to all whom the piece in the least! 4 matter which is of no particular consequence to anybody. 
| interests. 


By this time no one can have more real cause to| 
regret such treatment of an ancient and ever acceptable type) 
than the author. | First-Ciass Entertarsment.—During this winter, at every 
The dialogue is of the kind of smartness that, with not a| opportunity that may be afforded by the weather, al fresco 
few, passes for wit, and Fitzroy Harding, after Suzanne, has| Snow Balls will be given by the aristocracy in town and 
a fair share in it. Mr. Hatiarn’s performance as Captain! country, following the happy initiative of Cantos our friend. 
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| Finding myself in disagreement with Mr. Pearson on this 








A. J. Banrour. 


“DO WE GET OUR DESERTS?” matter, [ am turning my solicitor loose on him. 
‘The symposium which a contemporary has promoted on the above Late Eprror or tae “ Staxparp.” 
topic has caused a great wave of emotion to pass through the English- e 
speaking world. Mr. Punch has much pleasure in contributing to it, Certainly, in the matter of popular fame, I am quite | 
ae a ee the views of a variety of distinguished per-| ..si-fed that 1 have got all I deserved. How different in the | 
_—— ; pre-poetic age referred to by Horace ! Witt Batey. 
Ir is not for me to inquire too closely into the inscrutable wd 
methods of Providence, and in any case it would be contrary In my case impossible, short of apotheosis. 
to my known principles with regard to self-advertisement if , WiuiaM THE Secoxp. 
I allowed myself to be dragged into this discugsion. At the —_ 
same time I may perhaps say that though I should have been po far, have no complaint to make of Honorable Providence. | 
| inclined to fix my own deserts at seven figures, I regard a Toco (Admiral). 
circulation of three-quarters of a million as sufficiently near 
the mark. Haut. Caine. Am | going to get my deserts? On my conscience | 
sincerely trust not. Rospestvensky (Admiral). 
Do I get my deserts? I guess that is so. RooseveELt. : O.8. 
I have not yet taken, by augury, the opinion of the birds UNCH’S P a> , PHILOSOPHY. 
on this enthralling subject, but personally | hardly ever Se ote oo — ematsctenias 
mise ('aR“08. How much better it is to get wisdom than gold--and how | 
much easier. 
I neither have, nor have had, any desire to shackle freedom Happy is the man who is admired and praised by his | 
of discussion on this or any other topic among my colleagues | fellows-—for he is dead. 
in the Government; but, for myself, 1 propose to preserve an The pure in heart are slow to credit calumnies, but they 
Open Mind during the present Parliament, and ultimately sometimes like to hear about them. | 
at some date not yet determined—-I shall leave it to the con A liberal education is considered the best dowry, but | 
stituencies to decide this momentous question. £10,000 a vear is still rather liked. 
] 


The magic of first love is that it goes so soon and is | 
remembered so long. 
The consciousness of duty performed gives us music at 
midnight, and so, also, does the man who lives next door. 
Nosce te ipsum, but don’t tell everybody the whole truth 
about the thing you know. 
If you insist on telling the truth you may probably shame 
the devil, but you won't be considered very cheery in Society. 
yet I never remember to have missed this delightful and) Novelty is an essential attribute of the beautiful especially 
refreshing experience. DEVONSHIRE. novelty in hats. , 
| . . . 
Count no man happy on this point till he has reached his | A good reputation is a fair estate, but there are others on 
pee pe 8 on | which it is easier to get a mortgage. 
Tast Phase; and even then there may be a fresh edition, a| = ; ; ae ; . 
Positively Last Phase. ~~ esemsnaaiy Virtue alone is powerful, but in combination with Ameri- 
: can dollars she is invincible, and can even marry a Duke. 
A good life keeps off wrinkles, but a good wrinkle some- 
times keeps off a lot of trouble. 
Do good and care not to whom—no one will notice it. 
| A man may be judged by the companies he promotes. 
I sometimes feel that I don’t deserve all the hard things | 
that people say of me. I am really quite a nice old gentle-| pay oP Way hs 
man Heyry Camppeit- Bannerman. FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE. 
S, Aw account of a wedding in the Tunbridge Wells Advertiser 
Let you know more definitely later on, when they make UP| of the 18th ult. states that the bride wore a “valuable set 
the Liberal Cabinet. D. Liovp-Groroe. | of white firs, the gift of the bridegroom.” The happy pair 
; . , | were evidently Forest Lovers. Perhaps the scribe, in his next 
It's not so much what we get, as the nasty way in which | potanical description of a marriage ceremony, will attire the 


I often think we get even more than we deserve. Speaking 
loosely—for I write in the middle of a snow-drift, and at 
some distance from statistics—I cannot say that it has invari- 
ably been the case with me that 


“Something attempted, something done, 
Has earned a night’s repose ” ; 


If I can be said to believe anything, I believe that some of 
us ‘do get‘our deserts. Anyhow, I have had a capital time in 
the States. Joun Mor.ey. 





some of us get it. 3 Awpré (General). | Jady in furze, by way of a change. 
No; we ought all to have £2,500 a year.—G. Berxarp Snaw. | 7 oe 


| Propte talk about letter-writing as a lost art. Yet a corre- 
f |Spondent sends us the following communication which she 


Speaking on behalf of Wornsworrs, Tennyson and mysel . . . . 
has received from a candidate for domestic service : 


I have no hesitation in saying Yes. ALFRED AUSTIN. 
| “Dear Mapaw,—In answer to your advertisement of the 
The Highest Love asks for No Reward. M. Coreuis. | 13th inst. as help for Houses work I offer my servises. I am 
| a Widow without encumbranes and seeking same. 
If we do get our deserts, they don’t seem to take the form “ Yours respfuly.” 
of quick-firing guns. : T. Arxixs, R.A. | - — 


No Infants in Arms Need Apply. 





Apparently not. It looks as if the other side got ours, and h R. BLANK requires an English Butler, over three, with highest 





personal recommendation, &c.—-The Tablet. 


| we got theirs. Usrrep Free Kirker. 
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THE COMPLETE DOCTOR. 


Vide the recently published Confessions of an 


English Doetor.| 
My friends, by every means you can, 
Avoid the life of the medicine man. 
His lot in a vale of woe is thrown 
With never a minute to call his own. 
As soon as he closes his weary eyes 
Some inconsiderate patient dies, 
(nd inconsiderate babes are born 


When he creeps to bed in the grey of 


morn ; 
By night and day he is slave and thrall 
To every pauper that bids him call. 


But if, no matter what I may say, 
You still persist in your wilful way, 
\ hint or two from one who knows 
May lighten your self-inflicted woes. 
Be youth and youthful ways forgot : 
Assume an age if you have it not. 


| Try to look prosperous, plump and 


porty 
Medical men are young at forty. 
The working-man with anxious care 
Sprinkles with tea his grizzling hair ; 
All traces of youthfulness you must hide 
With a little potassium cyanide. 


\s youth must be carefully kept from 
view, 

So ignorance ought to be hidden too. 

Judicious deception will do far more 

(han all your A%sculapian lore. 

Your power is gone when a man supposes 


| You have a doubt of your diagnosis. 
| In your innermost heart you may feel at 


| Of the red-hot needle that stabs her heart’; 





sea 

If it’s mumps, or measles, or housemaid’s 
knee— 

But once let your victim perceive your 
trouble, 

And the fount of his faith will cease to 

bubble. 


There may be doctors, I do not doubt, 


| Who, when a patient is prone to gout, 


Will strongly advise him to cut it short 

With his pounds of flesh and his bottles 
of port. 

A course like that is devoid of sense : 

He takes the advice or he takes offence. 

If he takes offence he kicks you out ; 

If he takes the advice he is cured of his 
gout; 


And instead of dispensing for him, eheu! 


He promptly proceeds to dispense with 
you. 


But let your tact be mostly spent 

In winning the feminine element, 

lor a medical man need scarce be told 

\ woman with nerves is a mine of gold. 

Thus, when you enter your patient’s room 

Affect a sympathetic gloom ! 

Don’t laugh at the curious things she feels 

In her arms and legs, in her soles and 
heels, 

The grinding ache in her back, the smart 


THE CHILD IS MOST AFFECTIONATE.” 





"' BP —_= 
C? Svrel< —~ 


yon 


A 


Miss Griffin. “I'm sure it must BE Mas, Jones's FAULT THAT SUE CAN'T MANAGE Manel 


Polite Visitor (eager to agree). “ Yes, THE WAY SHE GETS ON WITH YOU shows THAT!” 








But stroke her hand in a soothing way 
And ask her, “ How is the pulse to-day ?” 
Enquire for the pain at the back of her 
nose, 

The feeling of dizziness down in her toes, 
The block of ice in her burning chest, 
The red-hot coal in her freezing breast, 
The lead in her liver—and all the rest. 


If doctors stickled for truth, how many 
Would ever be blessed with an honest 
penny ? 

How many who drive a spanking pair 
Would do their rounds on Shanks’s 
mare, 





And still find plenty of time to spare? 


‘* Before I forget——” 


Rererrina to the “Great Douglas 
‘ause,” the Chronicle remarks : 

“Elderly people will recollect the law-suit 
which aroused so much excitement in the 
middle of the eighteenth century.” 


Ducentenarians, please copy. 


Lines from North Westmorland. 


THere was a young Member named Rico, 
Who grew weary of being a Whig, 

So, thirsting for glory, 

He emerged as a Tory, 
And gallantly went the whole pig. 
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Ve are informed that the function of | 
the second Baltic Squadron will be to | 


search for the survivors of the first. 


The authorities of the Congo Free 
State are endeavouring to popularise 


travel through their territory, and 
innounce a reduction of first-class rail 
way fares. Owing to the spread of 
civilisation, there are now so few bar 
barous States in the world that we fancy 
many persons will be attracted to these 


part $ 


The fact that there was no booimg at 
the Royal Performances at Windsor 
Castle before the King and Queen of 
PorrucaL is looked upon as a well-| 
deserved snub to certain galleryites. 


Seeing that the First Night judgment 
of a play is very often faulty, why not, 
asks an Irish gentleman, hold the First 
Night a week later? ‘The idea is not as 
new as it sounds. Mr. Tree, it may be 
remembered, once started straight away 


with the Twelfth Night 


The discovery that the Dorney Mile at 
Eton is 20 yards short of a mile, and 
that the Eton running records of the | 
past are consequently of no value, has | 
produced a feeling of consternation in 
scholastic circles. 


Mr. Pearson's advice to Mr. Bynow 
Curtis, the late Editor of the Standard: 
Gwynne, and bear it. 


‘The non-return of books,” said Lord 
Rosesery, in his speech at the opening 
of a new Carnegie Library last week, 
‘has ended more friendships than any 
other cause of which I am cognisant.” 
Yet 7.P.’s Weekly, a literary journal, 
actually published, the other day, an 
article in praise of “The Spirit of} 
Borrow.” 


| short time as 
| attacked by moth. 





aa re hint hilla muff was 


The antique battle-axe which was 


loffered, with other articles left in rail- 


way carriages, for sale by auction last 
week, is stated to have been stolen from 
one of our arsenals. 


Where now, our City Aldermen are 
asking, is man’s vaunted superiority ? 
There has been discovered in the State 
of Kansas a species of grasshopper 


which is endowed with a double set of | 


teeth and two stomachs. A feeling of 
sullen jealousy prevails in civic circles. 


An international exhibition of adver- 
tising will shortly be held at Antwerp. 
Thank Heaven, Great Britain will be | 
able to hold her own in the Novelists’ | 
section, in both the ma'e and female 
departments. 


The present charge for smacking 
litigants’ faces in the Royal Courts of 
Justice is £10 per face, but it is an- 
nounced that the tariff may be raised. 


King Carwos has proved himself such 
an unerring shot that King Epwarp’s 


'wisdom in concluding an Arbitration 


Treaty with him has been conceded by 
every one, 4 ; 

The fact that Colonel Le Roy Lewis, 
when his mansion was burning, saved 
the French governess before the German | 
|} one, has given the liveliest satisfaction to 
our friends across the Channel. 


During a recent sitting of the Hun- 
garian Diet, seats, books, and ink-bottles 
were hurled at the President. As a 
result of his not being hit there is to 
be an inquiry into the marksmanship of 
the nation. 


Eighteen St. Petersburg lawyers have 
been called to the colours. They should 


at least know how to charge. 


Now that the cold weather has come, | 


universal sympathy is being felt for the 
Marquis of AnGiesey, who will have to 


We must once more call attention to 
the gross carelessness of a contemporary. 


go about this winter with only one | We hear that the following head-lines 


waistcoat, in the place of the five | 


hundred of last year. 


According to the United 
Clazette, orders have been given that the 
tallow hitherto used at the launching 
of warships shall in future be replaced 
by margarine. 
a victory by those persons who have long 

declared that tallow is inferior to mar- 
| garine as a substitute for butter. 


This is looked upon as} 


have caused considerable irritation in| 
i the Force: 


Serrice | 


Axoruer Potice Bucnper 


Ixxocent Men Re .eAseD. 


F REEMASONRY. 
vast Wilderness.” Can any of your Past 
| Masters in Masonic learning inform the | 
present inquirer to what district such a 
Lodge so situated belonged, its number, 


Having read of the onslaught made on | name, Master, and any other particulars, 





a Cornish lady's fur boa by a rat, a|and send them under cover to “One who 
young lady writes to inform us that, a| doesn’t know?” 


“O for a Lodge in some | 


OXFORD NOTES. 


| 
| Some years hence. 

More than usual interest is being 
taken in the Boat Race this year from 
the fact that for the first time for many 
| years a native Englishman is included 
‘in the Oxford crew. Our congratula- 
‘tions to A. Kerr Macrariaxe (Loretto 





land Balliol), who has been selected to | 


| historic “ Battle of the Blues.” 

We have also to felicitate another 
| Britisher, Morcan Jones - WiILLtAMs 
|(Aberystwith and Jesus) on getting his 
|Push-ball blue. It really looks as if the 
‘old country was beginning to wake up 
jat last! 
| The nasty collision between a B.N.C 
eight manned by German (Ruopes 
scullers and a New College Coxswainless 
Four, composed of British Colonials, has 
been the sole topic of conversation this 
week. Happily the crisis is now over, 
and the matter is to be referred to the 
Hague Tribunal. The German cox was 
undoubtedly in the wrong, and the 
| Katser has sent him the usual telegram 
of congratulation. 


To-day the Stars and Stripes float 
proudly over the new and _ palatial 
buildings of Oriel which have just been 
completed by the American Skeleton 
| Stee Construction Company Limited. 
Men who knew Oxford in the old days 
would be surprised at the numerous 
changes and improvements that have 
been made. The straightening and 
widening of the old High Street (now 
| First Avenue), and the magnificent 
| Waldorf-Ritz Hotel, which stands where 
St. Mary’s used to be, has made a vast 
difference to the appearance of the town 


The Master of Balliol (the Rev. Cypriay 
T. Porrer, of New York) entertained in 
Hall the other night the officers and men 
of the U.S. destroyer Texas, which is at 
present stationed at Iffey Lock. During 
the course of the evening Sir Tuomas 
Lipton (who despite his 101 years is as 
keen a sportsman as ever) made his 
usual happy references to the coveted 
cup, and stated that it was still his 
determination to bring it to this side of 
the Atlantic. “Shamrock XLI.,” said Sir 
Tuomas, “is the best boat I have yet sent 
over, and I can only say, ‘ May the best 
| boat win ! 











gs sewer EVENINGS. -- Smart Man 
\J Wanted for Bacon window, &c.—Croydon 
Advertiser. 


| steer us against the sister Varsity in the | 





If it had been for a Shakspeare win- 


dow, what a chance for Mr. Hatt Cane, 
whose resemblance, &c. 
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| power of dissociation of ideas which is 


| the staff. 
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“TIT-BITS” AND THE “ GUARDIAN.” 


We are requested to give an emphatic denial | 
the genuineness of the following correspond- | 
ence | 
From the Editor of the “ Guardian” to| 
the Proprietor of *‘ The Westminster 
Gazette,” “ Strand Magazine,” &e. 
Dear Sir Grorce Newnes,—I feel | 
can rely upon having a part of the 
imple space at your command to correct 
« misapprehension. You say in Mon- 
day’s Westminster Gazette that my pur- 
chase of Tit-Bits will issue in its radical 
transformation —that Tit-Bits, to use 
your own verb, will be “ Guardianised.” 
This is so far from the truth, and may | 
disappoint so many persons, misled_into | 
the hope of reading henceforth two | 
Guardians instead of one, that I aq 
to disclose my plans in words which, 
unlike a classic, will require no com- 
mentary. 
In typography and the quality of | 
paper employed Tit-Bits will be abso- 
lutely unaltered. The prizes offered, in 
respect both of value and character, will 
be neither increased nor diminished. 
Nor shall I abandon that philosophic 
principle which has been visible from 
first to last in the conduct of this mis- 
understood publication. You and | 
know what that principle is: for the 
benefit of others, who may have looked 
only superficially at this subject, it may 
not be superfluous to say that Tit-Bits 
was founded, and has since been con- 
tinued, with the object of fostering that | 


of the first importance in education, as 
any competent teacher of psychology will 
agree, 

It is therefore exact to say that in 
essential principle and in outward form | 
Tit-Bits will be what it has been. The | 
only changes I intend to make are in| 
May I take our forthcoming 
number as an example of what I mean ? 
Mr. Eomunp Gosse (so thoroughly at 
home in France that references to mon 
petit Gosse are frequently heard in the 
Paris theatres) will have a few quaint 
paragraphs on the private life of the 
great French sonneteer, ANNA Marta DE 
Paropa. Mr. A. B. Warktey will say 
something about the influence of BoswE.i 
on his career. Reading in Boswe t, at 
the age of eight, how Jonyson attained 
success at Oxford by “striking in and 
quoting Macrosivs,” Mr. WaLKLeyY con- 
fides to us that he then and there 
resolved to make his way by “striking 
in and quoting” something or other, as 
often as possible, for the rest of his life. 
“ Do dachshunds bag at the knees?” will 
be answered in his own inimitable way 
by the Editor of Notes and Queries. 
Mrs. Huwpury Warp will tell the world 
“How fame-came.” Unsuited to Tit- 
Bits, you say? I venture to think not, 
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“ONE OF OUR CONQUERORS.” 


Imperial Yeoman. “Mvccu oBLicep IF You WouLD pick up mY Sworp For me.” 





for we intend to put a catchy (that is| upon minds waiting, as I firmly believe, 
the word, isn’t it?) heading on Mrs.|to receive them. Think of the effect, 
Wanrp’s article—‘ Little Bas-Bleu, Come | for example, of this bit contributed to 
Blow Your Horn,” or something in that | our next number but one, by Mr. Arruvr 
kind. Sywons: “ Wavrer Pater! what memories 

At the risk of being egotistic, for it|are freshened and made fragrant by 
is difficult to write about oneself without | that name! What a marvel that a style 
seeming, to others, to write too much,|in which clause is laid by the side of 
I may as well say frankly that I am not} clause, lovely one after lovely other, 
ashamed of literature and culture, and until the long, retouched sentence is 
that although snippets will continue to| musical, invertebrate, should have been 
give feature to my new property they | so flexible to the interpretation of so 
will be snippets for the cultivated, the} many kinds of beauty! That a mind 
serious, by the serious, the cultivated.|so nicely adapted to the appreciation of 
I shall regard the editing of T'it-Bits as | exquisite fluorescence should yet have 
in its nature a sacred Trust, to be ad-| valued adequately severe design! For 
ministered to the end that scholarship | Parer the only gifts I could wish from 
and culture may fall, drop by drop,'the faeries are that his sentences might 
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have achieved a more highly articulated | the day. I forgot to say in my last 
structure, and that humour, which often|that you must get me a new Chairman. 
s to hover above his page, shduld | I really cannot stand Burce any more. 
ind then have come to light upon} Yours sincerely, 

[rusting you will pardon me for | Feirx Stow. 





honour of your support as Chairman on 
the 29th. Believe me, 
Yours very truly, 
Fewix Stow. 


eT 
n 
x 

















: ‘ 
if having troubled you with so long a} Iv. Sir Bonian Bogg to the Hon. Feliz Stow. 
, : | letter [ am, yours a: - Mr. Harry Keast to the Hon. Felix Stow.| Pepin Mp Srow,—I have had your 
5 r . , | Dear Mr. Stow,—We have fixed the|speech read to me very slowly three 
A Dean Mr. Honnovse, am glad t©/ ooh, and all that now remains is the | times, omitting only the references to the 
- | give you all Ge wre have 12! Chairman. The opinion of the influen-| enthusiasm of the audience—such collec- 
.; | stock % week | could ene ¥O"\ tial men here is that you must get Sir | tions of persons being to my mind very 
; a but , ee > ke pd "is ‘Bowman Bocc. He controls a great|like sheep. But I cannot find any pro- 
3 | While it 1s something to know that| umber of votes and is very highly | nouncement either on the Deceased Wife's 
Th Tit-Bits will not be consolidated with | respected, and is the only man for whom | Sister’s Bill or on the Zionist Movement. 
| your bright weekly, I still rmapanetang that | Berar would be willing to stand down. | Kindly satisfy my mind on these im- 
| om — ment of the ee ed um roe \It would be best for you to write to| portant points; and in replying will you 
a. tion will give pain to A iii €rs- | him yourself. Yours faithfully, please mark the envelope as well as the 
! wb Seed cunig Lane date Harry Keasr. wved = the velarence number with 
* little ginger and spirit? Last night I) - ~ " sues gore’ Bh DS wag = 
‘ was trying to think of people for you. The Hon. Felix Stow to Mr. Harry Keast. aman Boca 
Bit Among others Dear Keast,—Are you 2% serious | - a 7 
th I thought of Curstertow, the marvellous boy. | in suggesting that old ass? Is there no| ,, he aad 
‘ | You see, your new hand isn’t the only | Way of escape? Yours sincerely, The Hon. 4 elix Stow to Mr. Marry Keast. 
(| man who. can handle a dictionary of Feux Stow. Dear Keast,—I enclose Sir Bowtax 
i quotations. I am reluctantly compelled vi. Boce’s last letter. Why on earth - 
to think you deliberately obscure in your| Telegram from Mr. Harry Keast to the | ®™° 5° seton having such a Chairman 
remarks about “ dissociation of ideas.” Hon. Felix Stow. = . ieedot Ry 2 I to ware? 
[ have heard of their association. Is ee Ps never heard of the Zionist movement. 
that what you mean? Let me conclude Boog invaluable. Write at once.—Keast. Yours sincerely, Bs 
by a friendly tip: if you want the thing vil. Feuix Stow. 
to be a go, let your motto be, “ More The Hon. Felix Stow to Sir Bonian Bogg | -_ 
; matter, less mind.” ye ‘ ae la 4 | Telegram from Mr. Keast to the Hon. 
| i ee Pate Sn 
iE INES ‘ : . 3 . . . 
; ssa aes See : ain — f| to take the chair at the Meeting which I | Favour return Jews Palestine. Sup- 
Mr. Srwoxs's piece. Your subscription |™, #ddressing at Bilkingham on te inatuidees 
j list will show what your readers think. 29th of next — B vy os Hays xIlt. 
’ 
evel Feux Stow. (The Hon. Feliz Stow to Sir Bonian Bog. 
| LIFE’S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. vill. | Dear Sir Bontan,—Pray excuse my 





IV.—Tae Caammay. Sir Bonian Bogg to the Hon. Felix Stow. | 


I. Dear Mr. Stow,—Before I give my 
The Hon. Feliz Stow, Liberal Candidate | consent to preside over your Meeting I | 
for Bilkingham, to hie agent Mr.| must,be fully satisfied that your views | 
Harry Keast. | coincide with mine on various important | 
De,r Keast,—What do you think| problems of the day. Please therefore | 
about another Meeting? There have|state as concisely as possible your atti-| 
been a good many big speeches lately, | tude to the following questions : 
and my constituents will perhaps be | 
asking themselves how far I agree with 
them. Let me know how it strikes you. 
Yours sincerely, 
Feiix Stow. 





| 
| 


(a) Old Age Pensions. 

(b) Deceased Wife’s Sister. 
(c) Fiscal Reform. 

(d) The Zionist Movement. 


‘ | When replying please mark your letter 
Ve ET : ‘ rT ae | Z334, as I deal :with all my correspond- 
r. aarry Keast to the Hon. Felix Stow. | ence by method. I am, Dear Sir, 

Dear Mr. Stow,—I have made some | Yours faithfully, 
inquiries, and it is generally thought | Bontan Bose. 
that the time is ripe for another large Ix, 

Meeting. The best dates would be either| The Hon. Feliz Stow to Sir Bonian Bogg. 


, 99 » 99 if ne 4 

the 22nd or the 29th of ne = month both | Dear Sir Boyian,—It seems to me that 

Thursday, which is market day, when}, ,, gg rs Aye 1 | 
tho comateie cumaie conan tn }4 cannot do better than enclose the 
y Pek oe | Bilkingham Herald's report of my first 

Yours faithfully, meliatdl Papal’ a0 ~~ Shek’ 

sew Keser speech to the constituency. vat seems 
“| to me to supply the answers which you 
need. May I point out how important 
it is that my Committee should know as 
I think the 29th is/soon as possible if we are to have the| 


TIT. 
| The Hon. Feliz Stow to Mr. Harry Keast. 
Dear Keast, 





delay in replying, but I wished to give 
the “matter earnest attention. With 
regard to the Zionist movement, I am, 
I may say, in complete accord with it. 
Palestine seems to me to be pre-eminently 
the country for the Jews. I see a great 
opening for them there. As for the 
Deceased Wife's Sister's Bill, although I 
regret the necessity of dragging such 
intimate matters before the public eye, 
I am in favour of liberty. It would 
be better of course if the man married 
the right sister first, but I would none 
the less allow him to do so in time. 
After all, this is a free country. Believe 
me, Yours very truly, 
Ferx Stow. 
xiv. 


Sir Bonian Bogg to the Hon. Felix Stow. 


Dear Mr. Stow,—One little point in 
your printed speech, which I now know 
almost by heart—as the saying is, 
although of course by head were more 
accurate—causes me some anxiety, and 
until it is cleared up I do not see how I can 
give my consent to preside at your Meet- 
ing. You repudiate Mr. CHampeRLarN’s 
Protective policy with unmistakable 
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emphasis, but I cannot be absolutely 
certain how far your words are merely 
rhetorical or scientifically exact in your 
references to the Priwe Miyister. My 
own views on this question are crystal- 
lised, and so sacred that nothing short 
of complete unanimity would satisfy my 
conscience. Iam, Dear Sir, 
Yours faithfully, 
Bontan Boca. 

P.S.—Please remember to alter your 
reference number to AA13, as | have just 
had a new set of pigeon-holes made. 





| i 


XV. 
The Hon. Felix Stow to Mr. Harry Keast. | | 
Dear Keast,—This is getting perfectly | | 
ridiculous. See what your Big-wig! | 
writes to-day. What are his infernal 
crystallised views? It is so impossible 
that I should agree with him that I am | 
determined to end the farce. So please | 
arrange for Burce again, but do for 
heaven’s sake stop him from calling me | 
| the Right Honourable in his opening 
speech. Yours sincerely, 

Oct. 14. Fewix Stow. 
XVI. 
| The Hon. Felix Stow to Sir Bonian Bogg. | 

Dear &m Bontan,—After giving your 
kind letter the utmost attention, I have 
come to the conclusion that it would | 
perhaps be better not to proceed in my | 
request that you should honour our| 
Meeting by presiding over it. I feel 
certain that we are inevitably bound to 
differ here and there, and I know how 
painful it would be to you to find that 
you had by implication given your 
support to an opinion in which you did 
not believe. I am therefore very re- 
luctantly asking Mr. Burce to take the 








| chair as before. Believe me, 


Yours very truly, 


Oc ‘eLtix Stow 
t. 14. Fevix Stow. ienitineal at 
ey Mre. 2 I muat I's 
ah i . s Mra arrenn, * DON KNOW TIA 
The Hon. Felix Stow to Mr. Daniel 
Burge. 2 " — 


Dear Mr. Burce,—I shall esteem it a|threatens secede. Greatly regret your 
great kindness if you will again take the | haste.-—Keasr. 
chair at our next Meeting, on the 29th XX. 
of next month. Yours sincerely, Sir Bonian Bogq to the Hon. Felix Stone. 
Oct. 14. Feiix Stow. m 
XVII. Sir Boxtan Bose is at a loss to under- 
Mr. Harry Keast to the Hon. Felix Stove. stand the letter AAI3, since Mr. Stow J 
| agent yesterday called and quickly satis 
fied Sir Bowxian Boca’s mind on all 
points that were in doubt. Together 
they arranged the procedure of the 
Meeting, and the agent at once fell in 
with all Sir Boxtan Boca’s suggestions 
as to the occupants of the front row of 
the platform and other essential matters. 
After reading Mr. Srow’s odd letter Sir 
Boxman Boca cannot but feel that he has 
been played with, and the thought is an 
exceedingly distasteful one. If Mr. Stow 
has any explanation to offer, Sir Bowtay | 
Am coming by 11.30 train. Bree | Boae will be pleased to give it considera- ! 


Dear Mr. Stow, —I saw Sir Bontan this 
morning, and quickly convinced him 
that you and he see eye toeye. I will 
tell you what I told him when you come 
down; or shall I come to town? I 
enclose a rough pull of the poster. You 
will see how well Sir Boxtan Boaa’s 
name looks. Yours faithfully, 

Oct. 14. Harry Keast. 

XIX. 
Mr. Harry Keast to the Hon. Felix Stow. 
(Next day.) 














TRUE APPRECIATION. 


the Theatre.) 


EXACKLY Gorng ow Suaksreane Prays.” 
Vr. if aqree 


tion; otherwise it would perhaps be | 
better if all correspondence between 
himself and Sir Bontan Boca were to 
cease, | 


asd. | 


Nothing Startling. 
Sir, —The other day | saw the follow- 
ing heading in the Westminster Gazette : 

“IN WINTER'S GRIP 

A ‘LOST’ EXPRESS TRAIN.” 

But surely there’s nothing very excep- 
tional in this; certainly not to me. I 
am always losing trains. I1 lost two | 
expresses only the other day. The | 
reason of my doing so was not far to 
seek, that is, not farther than the Re- 
freshment Room, as it was so bitterly 


cold that I was compelled to take a “ wee 


drappit.” Yours, 
A Tes-Tora Apsrarner. 
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ENCOURAGING. 


Luet eer. “ Now, GENTLEMEN, WE COM 
iY, GENTLEMEN matt | say Ten Pounp 

F iret Byatay . \ Soverricn ! 

Let r. “Come, Gentlemen, |1’w NoT HERE TO WASTE 

' 4 WONDERFUL GOOD CLASS OF ANIMAI Move BER ABOUT A BI 


Second Bystander. “ Gurvgas! 


THE MARCH OF 


Wen man in dim and desultory way 
Passed slowly from the Stone-Age to the Copper, 


PROGRESS. 


There were who thought that culture was decay, 


And progress most improper 


When he aspired to modify his fate 
Chere were resisting souls among the Cave-men, 
Who deemed improvements were degenerate 
Devices to enslave men. 


They grieved that implements of jagged flake 


Should be replaced by metal bolts and spear-heads ; 
They mourned when men used copper celts to break 


Each other's queer heads. 


And there arose a sanctimonious groan, 
Long letters in the Neolithic papers, 
When some aspired to scratch themselves with bone 
Instead of wooden scrapers. 


When folk began to eat each other less, 
And culture craved a more impersonal diet, 


WE TO A VERY USEFUL LoT, THE Bay Poxy 


RARE LITTLE ANIMAL THIS. 


TIME WITH TRIFLING BIDS LIKE THIS; WE'RE 
rHeRE! Wortn Tairty Pounps To ANYONE. 


These timid souls could only feel iatoeié 


Waat swact I say FOR THE 


py 7g 

Ge e | 
A =A 
EY iam a) 


NOT SELLING SCRAP-IRON. 
Now WHAT SHALL I saY 





And qualms of sore disquiet. 


When fire became a culinary aid, 


All lovers of the raw set up a-railing ; 


A most indignant wailing. 


| 
| 
| 
And when man clothed himself, the naked made | 


And still, when we attempt the things we should, 
The cravens croak and vilify the brave men, 
And every step towards a higher good 


Is hampered by the 


Cave-men. 








A Martrer or Course.—Sir Heyry Irvine has been lecturing 


on art at the Pen and Pencil Club, Aberdeen. 


Just the very | 


place and subject for a great artist; and there’s no doubt | 


about the fact that he can draw. 


Of course Architecture has 


been hitherto his principal study, and, undoubtedly, he has 
not his equal anywhere in drawing an enormous house. 


Ix the Times Mr. Woxston Cuurcuit has recently been 


indulging in some Pearsonal remarks. 
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“THE MOST FAVOURED NATION.” 


Japanese Acest. “HERE! YOU ’VE LET HIM GO OFF WITH A DESTROYER. I THOUGHT YOU 
SAID YOU WEREN’T SELLING ANY ?” 
Mr. Buu. “ DESTROYER! WHY HE TOLD ME IT WAS MEANT FOR A YACHT!” 


[“ Mr. Siswert, who managed the business, introduced himself to the firm of Yarrow as the agent of a rich American desirous of buying 
| @ yacht.”—* Matin,” quoted by “ Daily Graphic.”} 
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‘MAJESTAYT S~ BELEIDI GUNG 
STRASSE - 








“CONFISCATED BY THE BERLIN POLICE.” 


WBAT ARE THEY AFRAID oF? 


Is iv rars? 


__{“The Berlin Police have confiscated from the numbers of Punch of November 16 the page containing the caricature of the Emperor 
William and President Roosevelt, entitled “ Kindred Spirits of the ‘Strenuons Life.’””—The Standard. } 








A PROPOS DE SHOES. 


Our humorous contemporary, the Miinchner Neueste Nach- 
richten, under the heading “Vom neuen Gang der Frau”’ 
recently discussed the present craze for pointed high-heeled 
shoes in England. The writer recognised that the change 
will impart an unaccustomed grace to the Englishwoman’s 
progress —— but, there are drawbacks; the new shoe will 
hamper her freedom when engaged in playing polo! (Aber 
mit solehen Schuhen kann die moderne Dame freilich nicht 
Polo spielen). As has been well said, “‘ What do they know of 
England, who only Deutschland know ?” 








At Southend-on-Sea Police Court a fisherman was recently 
fined for selling unwholesome shell-fish. He pleaded that 
for ten years he had been in the habit of scraping mussels 
off a pier. No wonder we hear so much of the enfeebled 
condition of the aristocracy. 


_“ Dory first, pleasure afterwards,” as the Customs House 
Officer observed to the gentleman from abroad who had 
brought over with him a couple of boxes of cigars for his 
| own personal smoking. 


RESTFUL ROSEBERIAN READINGS. 


A rroros of Lord Rosgsery’s lecture on books, Lord SaLispury 
has been quoted as always “having kept Monte Cristo by his 
bedside.” No compliment to that marvellous romance, any 
more than it would be were some one to inform the author of 
Napoleon, The Last Phase, that he “always had it by his 
bedside, and read it the very last thing at night as an induce- 
ment to sleep.” On second thoughts bed is the very place 
for a Nap. 


Remarkable Natural Phenomenon. 


“ 


Ix the following passage, taken from the “Court and 
Society” column of the Daily Mail, the epithet “ high,” as 
applied to the rising moon, seems to lend fresh colour to the 
theory of green cheese as the leading constituent of that orb : 


“Later in the day, as the Kiva and Queew drove through the Park 
on their way to Paddington, there was a wonderful effect of dull orange 
sky and brilliant electric light glowing through a mist, each electric 
globe reflected in the damp pavement, while high in the sky the crescent 
moon was just rising.” 


Italics by the astounded Man in the Moon.) 
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QUEEN SYLVIA. 
Cuarrer IT 
Sylvia discovers u ho she i8. 


“Cowxpuct us,” repeated the Prime Minister in a more | 


peremptory tone, for Saran was standing stock-still with her | 


mouth and her eyes wide 
there be no delay.” 

Her Majesty?” said Saran at last. 
Do you mean Mrs. Witkrys, Sir, the cook ? 
but | dessay she ‘ll see you.” 

No, girl,” said the Chamberlain, in a deep official voice, 
we do not mean Mrs; Witkrys, the cook. We desire to see 
Her Majesty Queen Sytvia, 

Oh, Lor!” said Saran, feeling, as 
declared, as if somebody had caught her a clout over the | 
“You mean Miss Syivia, I suppose. Ah, I see what 
she added, with a gleam of intelligence, “ 

them Christmas mummers come afore the proper time. | 
We never encourage them, so you can go away. Besides, | 
you're both old enough to know better than act that kind o’ 
tomfoolery.” 

The situation,” 
aw ews ard,” 

‘We shall have to take a decisive step,” said the Prime 
Minister. 

We cannot afford,” added the Chamberlain, “to be defied | 
by a serving wench,” and, with a gallant gesture, the result | 
of many years of courtly practice, he laid his right hand | 
gently, | vat with a world of me aning, upon the hilt of his 
sword. “ Make way there,” he cried, “for our business is 
pressing, and we must at all hazards see the Queen 

What might have happened I cannot say, for the Chamber- 
lain was a man of iron resolution, and Saran, though her 
birth was humble, had a dauntless soul; but at this moment 
Syivia herself appeared in the passage. 

“ What is it?” she asked. “Do these gentlemen wish to 
see Mamma?” and she advanced towards the door. 

“Don't go near ‘em, Miss Syivia,” expostulated Saran 
anxiously, but her protest came too late, for Syivia had put 
her quietly aside, and was 
Minister and the Chamberlain. 

“(Can I give Mamma any message?” 

“Are you her daughter?” said the Chamberlain with some 
awkwardness. “I mean, are you 

“ Of course I am,” said Syivia, laughing. “ What a funny 
question to ask! My name is Syivia—Syivia Crvsta.” 

At once, and without a word of warning, the two old | 
gentlemen dropped down, each upon one knee, and one after 
the other, taking Sytvia’s hand, brought it to his lips and 
gently kissed it. 

While this was passing, and before Syivia had recovered 
from her astonishment, a tall lady dressed in black had 
hurried in at the door and swept past the two kneeling figures. 

“My darling,” she said, clasping Sytvia to her breast, “I 
know what has happened. I have just read the terrible news 

too sad—too sad. Oh, may God give you strength!” 

“ Madam,” said the Chamberlain, who had risen from his 
knees, ‘‘ compose yourself, for you are addressing the QurEN. 
We. have come,’ he continued, turning to Syivi, “to 
announce to your Majesty your accession to the throne. It 
was at midnight that King Ricaarp of pious and immortal 
memory breathed his last. An hour later we learnt the news 
of the dreadful event that carried off Prince Cuartes and his 
two sons. Much had to be done and thought of; there was 
necessarily some confusion, but I assure your Majesty we 
came with as little delay as was possible. An unbroken 
tradition assigns to the Chamberlain and the Prime Minister 
the duty of making this announcement. We are here to take 


open, “to Her Majesty, and let | 


“What Majesty? 
She’s busy just 


she afterwards 


it is,” 


said the Chamberlain, “is becoming | ‘ 


said Syivia. 


| 

” | 

and at once. 
| 


you ‘re some | 


standing before the Prime | 





{ewe h commands as your Majesty may graciously be pleased 
to signify with regard to certain urgent matters of State 

“ But, Mamma,” said Sytvia, 
ita dream? No. I’m pinching myself, and I can feel it 
quite well. But oh, what does it all mean ?” 

“Tt means, my darling,” said the tall lady, “that you are 
indeed Queen of Hinterland, and that [ am in duty bound to 
make obeisance to my Sovereign,” and, bending low, she too 
| took Sytvia’s hand and kissed it, while the tears came to her 
eyes. “It will all be explained to you later,” she continued, 
“and you will try to forgive me for having kept you in 
ignorance of your station.” 

“Forgive you, Mamma?” said Sytvia. “Oh please don't 
| speak like that. Everything you do is always right.” 

‘It is your Majesty,” said the Prime Minister with a 
certain archness, ‘ who can do no wrong henceforth.” 

“But how,” said the tall lady, “shall she bear these 
tremendous responsibilities ? She is but a child.” 

* At fifteen,” observed the Chamberlain, “the Sovereigns 
of the Royal House of Hinterland are of full age. It is so 
‘laid down in the Act of Succession passed two hundred years 
| ago in the reign of King Hi_pesranp Tar Gre AT.” 

‘May Heaven protect and guide her!” said the tall lady. 
| ‘And now, gentlemen, permit me, sinc e this cottage is mine, 
to offer you some slight refreshment.” 
| At this point, however, the proceedings, which had been 
| hitherto conducted with all proper ceremonial rigidity, were 
interrupted by Saran. This faithful servant had drunk in 
‘every word that had been said, and had at last realised that 
her little Sy.via was indeed a Queen. Flinging herself down 
on the floor she came shuffling on her knees along the passage 
and seized Syivia’s hand, and covered it with kisses. 

“Oh, Miss Sytvia,” she whimpered, “oh, my Majesty, to 
think you should turn out like this. Don’t send me away. 
Let me wait on you. I'll do my duty faithful.” 

“This,” said the Chamberlain, “is most unseemly.” 

“Rise, Saran,” said Syitvia, who had read about Kings and 
Queens, and remembered how they spoke, “we will endeavour 
to find you a place about our person—and Rollo shall come 
too, dear old Rollo.” 

The last words were addressed to the St. Bernard dog, who 
had come up quietly from the garden, and was looking into 
| Syivia’s face with a troubled expression in his honest eyes. 

“Tt is plain,” said the Prime Minister, “that your Majesty 
will not lack protectors. May I now beg your Majesty to 
_make preparations for coming with us? The heralds have 
proclaimed your accession in all the public places, and the 
populace will be waiting outside the Palace to salute you 
| with loyal enthusiasm.” 
| “Dl pack your box this very minute, my Majesty,’ 
SaRaH. 

“Thank you,” said the Queen. ‘And, by the way, you 
needn’t put in the arithmetic b va or any of the other lesson 
books.” 
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said 


om Dumb Pets 
Tue annexed advertisement, taken from a Lincolnshire 
paper, once more emphasizes the modern tendency to pamper 
domestic animals :— 


\ JANTED, a Gent’s or Lady’s free-wheel Bicyoie 
for a Pure Bred Sable and White Cote. 


Tennysonian Motto for Dyspeptics. 
Ovr little systems have their day, 
They have their day, und cease to be. 
Sportsman. Terrible soaking they had in the Welter 
Handicap! Why, when the jockeys weighed in they were 
each allowed two pounds! 
Lady Friend. Poor fellows! 
new clothes with ! 





I suppose that was to buy 


“what does it all mean? Is 
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THE GENESIS OF A PHRASE. 
hy fraqments of an (ddress delivered 
to the students’ of the University 

f St. Bees by their Rector the Right 
Hon George Windmill, M.P. 


Projicit ampullas et sesquipedalia verba 


[ dismiss that ineflably banal 
fis of the destitute rhetorician. 
ficiency, and since you are the alumni 
of St. Bees, and | have the proud pre 


re 
hf 


rogative of harbouring one of those 
mellificent proboscidians Im my own 


bonnet propose to you a discourse on 


e branch of the Philosophy of Her 


meneutics, that which is concerned with 


the supererogatory adumbration of the 
in of maximum 
That the end of my 
modest exordium. Without further ex 
penditure of polysyllables I name my 
or, The 


inex pli ible terms 


is 


orotun lity 


subject ‘ Pristine Connotations ; 

Genesis of a Phrase.” 
" tt o to) 2 

The genesis, or, to be more precise, 

the geodetic genealogy of a phrase 

iffords us common ground. It i 

theme at once concrete and mystical, but 


neither hubristic nor holophrastic. So 


Is a 


turning my back on the futile pleonasms | 


of inebriated fisealists I seek the crystal 
line springs of the goddess Phlyaria and 
find a convenient point of departure for 
my peripatetics in the phrase of - Hippo- 
campus minor: “ Homo homini lupus.” 


His saying is trite but still teeming | 


with tremendous etymological possibili- 


ties. Two questions leap from it 
clamouring for definition: “ What sort | 
of man?” “ What sort of wolf?” One 


rash footstep, one temerarious generalisa- | 
tion might land me in the quagmire of | 


Comparative Osteology or the mephitic 
morass of Caledonian dialectics. For- 
tunately the obiter dictum of Hippocampus 
isolated examples of either 
species. The whole, as Evciip observes 
with unerring instinct, is greater than 
the part, and I am thus enabled to 
eliminate from my lucubrations the 


excludes 


polyphonic synthesis of hydrocephalous | 


sciolists, from ‘Trismecistus and Savy- | 
cnontTHon to Cacuiostro and Barsey 
p AUREVILLY | dismiss the anemic 
automaton of Papaptamanropoutos. | 


dismiss the nebulous exhalations of 
Cameuscan, Gaireanpaso, Gian GaLeazzo 
Srorzi, Cuewens won Papa, Gvicctarptnt, 
Baccnyiipes, Bataustion, JaGennon and 
Stumouttion. These are great names to 
con jure with, but they leave me un- 
moved 
| inveighs against the tyranny of the 
| Bollandists, that Porrmmo Diaz laments 
| the decline of the totémism of the Aztecs, 
that CLAMJAMPREY, in a spasm of ecstatic 
| hedonism, proclaimed rheumatic arthritis 
to be the inevitable corollary of a diet of 
| muliigatawny soup and macaroni. But 





It is true that Ortanpo pt Lasso | 


their speculations, though not devoid of 
interest, are engrossed by the concrete 
facts of the fleeting Present. To 
penetrate the “true inwardness”—if |] 
may borrow a luminous observation of 


G. R. Siws—-of our argument we must 
emancipate our intellects from the 
thraldom of an obsolete tradition and 


steep ourselves to the lips in the bracing 
waters of esoteric etymology. 
& & Eo 2 a 

I propose, then, to take the common 
words which we use, without premedita- 
tion, when discussing the broader aspects 
of anthropology, and to subject them to 
two tests. First I shall seek to discover 
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NOT UNLIKELY. 


“ WELL, WELI 
mis Dappy, DEN 


Awnp Was BABY FRIGHTENED OF 











when they were first used, and secondly | 
what are the most striking modern 
derivatives. Applying this test we find 
that the word homo was first used by 
Exyivs in his memorable apostrophe 
unus homo nobis. It crops up in the| 
gnomic apophthegms of Pompontus MELA, 
in the Nicotiniana of Maeyiricus 
Powposus, in the Apocolocyntosis of 
Seneca, and in the Polygopaphlasma of | 
Cassioporus. Hence the English word 
“home,” the American “hominy,” and 
the Cumbrian houhynhm, so familiar to 
the audience which conferred on me the} 
high honour which has elicited this| 
humble and uncultured address. 


& & & od 


| 
® | 


From these artless beginnings sprung! 


| sleeping-cars. 


that complex aggregation, that choric 
dance of interplanetary efferents which, 
alike in the tangles of the Hercynian 
forests, the samovars of the Mzso-Gothic 
dolmens, the cromlechs of Milesian 
tanists, has, by a slow but irresistible 
process of political gravitation, promoted 
the ultimate domination of the non-Aryan 
broad-headed race which the late Epwarp 
Lear called crumbobblious, but which 
with Professor Riptey I prefer to style 
neo-Pictish. You know the cruel slander 
which the Dalecarlians circulated to the 
prejudice of their gallant opponents. 
They went so far as to state that the 
Picts had such large feet that they were 
forced to put their trousers on over their 
heads. Hence the kilt, and, by a process 
of concomitant variation, the Kilties, 
whose soul-animating strains have lately 
kindled the dying embers of pristine 
civie virtue in a race sapped by a life of 
polyglot restaurants and international 
I can not, then, bring 
myself to believe that the Picts were 
exterminated, though I know that only 
five words of their tongue survive. 
Here then you can help, you of our 
ancient University, by a return to the 
primitive simplicity of your neolithic 
ancestors, and by steadfastly refusing to 
reinforce that disintegrating tendency 
towards centrifugal | cosmopolitanism 
which is at once the bane and the 
blessing of the British Empire. 





ON POCKET-BOOKS. 
Our Master, Guide, Philosopher, and 


| Friend, for wise reasons which cannot be 
questioned having long ago ceased to 


contribute his own annual publication 
full of solid information and replete 
with brilliant prose and sparkling verse, 


| known for years as Mr. Punch’s Pocket 


Book, to the Christmas and New Year’s 
collection in Father Time’s Library, the 


| Baron takes this opportunity of drawing 


the attention of his readers to such 
special specimens from the stores of cer- 
tain suppliers of this most useful class of 
work as have been brought under his 
notice. 

First then, there is, among the nattily 
bound and practically serviceable pocket- 
books and calendars produced by Messrs. 
De ta Rug, a specimen of the genuine 
pocket-book which, besides containing 
its useful calendar, diary, and pencil, is 
a book with pockets and for pockets, 
and will be found by those whose habits | 
admit of pocketing (tailors do not con- 
sider their customers’ pockets, except 
from one point of view, so much as 
their own) easily pocketable. Among 
Calendars for the writing-table the Baron 
selects an interesting Nelson Calendar 
as particularly useful to those who find 
themselves frequently at sea as regards 
dates, festivals, and historic events. 
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GIBSON GIRLS ARE NOW APPEARING AT THE VaupeviLLe THEATRE. 


SUGGESTION TO Maxacers—Boys anp GikLs From THE Royal ACADEMY: 


Sir E. POYNTER, P.R.A. MARCUS STONE, R.A. 


LONDON 





. CHARIVARL 


Wuy SHOULD NOT SOME OF OUR OWN ARTISTS BE GIVEN A CHANCE? A 





THE LAST OF THE CARLISTS AT COVENT CARDEN. 
November 21. 
wen acceptable but for those 


As Carmen, Madame Lararave might have 
“caparisons”’ which “are 
derous,” but are inevitable with those who have seen 
Madame Caryfé at her best as the wayward, unprincipled, 
impassioned gipsy. The Micaéla of Mlle. Atice Nietsen was 
“sweet and low,” a little too low sometimes. Mlle. Trenrii 
was in excellent form as F’rasquita, as also was Signorina 
Manrrep!, who impersonated her fascinating companion, the 
light-hearted Mercedes. Not much “go” in M. Cornvpert’s 
José; but Signor Tomato —beg pardon, should have said 
Avato—as Escamillo, the Toreador contento, was satisfactory. 
Signori ViaLe and Parowt as J! Dancaire and Il Remendado 
the two utter bad ‘uns, were thoroughly good. Equally so 
vere the abbreviated Tuomas, alias Signor THos, as Runiga, 
ind Signor Massa (a name that sounds like a question in 
nigger language, “Seen yaw Massa?”’) as~Morales. Chorus 
good, Campanrni and orchestra doing their best. House well 
filled ; smart set conspicuous by absence, and audience gene- 
rally lacking enthusiasm. 
November 22.—Madame 


] jon 


22. Giacnettt being unfortunately 
indisposed, audience was requested to judge of Rigoletto by 
his Second and Fourth Act. The doggy Dook was well 
represented by Signor Ansetmi, and his great song, “La 
Donna Automobile” (its up-to-date title), was heartily 
applauded. Signor Amato’s Fool o’ the Family, known as 
Rigoletto, was thoroughly appreciated by the audience. 

As Gilda, Mile. ALice NieLsen was quite at her very best ; 
sweet, as on the previous night, but never low; to-night 
sweet and clear. Madame Ferraris as Magdalen was “ not 
n it,” so to speak, with the others whose associate she is in 
the celebrated quartette, which, however, was effectively 
given. House well filled: waits too long: great pity, as such 
big waits will make the lightest opera heavy, and not a few, 


ALMA TADEMA, R.A. 


A. STOREY, A.R.A. 


being aweary of waiting, left before commencement of 
Pagliacci, in which pretty Madame Waypa was a delightful 
Nedda, charming in appearance, acting and singing. As 


Canio, M. Cornupert was good, but not so strongly dramatic | 


as he should have been, lacking the intensity required by the 
part. Signor Awnooya’s Tonio was first-rate as usual, his 
“prologue” was magnificent, the value of his powerful acting 
and artistic singing being enthusiastically recognised. As 
Silvio, the representative of the somewhat insipid second 


class Don Jvuax, we do not remember ever to have seen a | 


better than Signor Ancetm: Fornart. Orchestra under 
Signor Campanini perfect. In fact, if there were no other 
opera to signalise the success of this “ off-season,” it would 
suffice to record this memorable representation of Pagliacci. 

Thursday was snow and we couldn't go. 

Friday.—The King and Queen of Porruaat honoured Covent 
Garden, and witnessed with delight a fragmentary perform- 
ance, consisting, first, of the saddest Act of La Boheme, played 
by Miles. Atice Nietsen and Trentini, Signori Dani and 
Amato; their Majesties were treated to the overture to 
William Tell, which was given just to prepare the Royalties 
for the third item, namely, the laughable farce of La Tosca, 
Madame Giacuetti being the heroine, and Signor ANoona 
the wicked nobleman; and then, by way of finish to a good 
hearty enjoyable evening’s entertainment, came the Second 
Act of that rough-and-tumble piece of operatic merriment, 
entitled Grand Otello, or The Moor the Merrier. The above 
rollicking programme (“by command?) was under the 
conductorship of courteous Campanrt, and all returned home 
rejoicing. 

We sincerely trust that with the result of the extra operatic 
season the San Carlo Grand Opera Company are as pleased 
as were their “Friends in Front,” and then we shall feel 
perfectly certain that Messrs. Rexme and Forsym, like 
Messrs. Box and Cox, “ are satisfied.” Curtain. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


AprroacninG Retrospects (Surra, Exvper), with the reverence 
due to the Emeritus Professor of Philosophy in the Uni- 


| versity of St. Andrews, my Baronite confesses he was a 


little shocked to find the learned Doctor dropping into bad 
language, even as upon occasion Mr. Silas Wegg “ drop 

into poetry.’ The blow is dealt on page 112, where Mr. 
Kwicut, inflamed by the caloric of his argument, alludes to 
‘our blasted mundane ideels.” It is a slip that does not) 


| mar the serenity of an interesting book. The attraction 


varies with succeeding topics. Some of the chapters, those 
dealing with Tenxysox, Brownie, and Arruur Sraxcey for 
example, are excellent. Others, notably that on Cariyle 
which opens the volume, are disappointing. If the truth 


| may be whispered beyond the precincts of St. Andrews, | 
| humour is not the strong point of its Professor of Philosophy. 


| mankind. 





With some of Cartyte’s sayings, even the kindly assistance 
of italies, familiar in the original edition of Jog Mutier, 
does not help the Southener to see the joke. As occasionally 
happens with persons of certain temperament, Mr. Kyicat 
is most amusing when he does not strive after that effect. 
Thus he tells how Brownie once said to him, “ All the 
unintelligibility ’ of Sorpe.to was due to the printers. “ They 
would change his punctuation and not print his commas, 
semi-colons, dashes and brackets.” There, flashed forth in 
a sentence, is explanation of a mystery that has long baffled 
Through a long and distinguished career Mr. 
Kwicat has enjoyed the advantage of intimate acquaintance 
with many eminent men. He promises a further series of 
Retrospects, for which the first whets the appetite. 





It is the Baron’s agreeable duty to call attention to the 
Special Number of The Studio, produced and published by 
its proprietors (Offices, 44, Leicester Square). This number 
deals exclusively with the two French artists in black 
and white and in colour, Dauwrer and Gavarnt, carica- 
turists, in style and technique vastly differing the one 
from the other, of whose work many of the best and 
most characteristic specimens are here finely reproduced 
by the photogravure process, which with rare artistic 
skill gives us the tone of the original lithograph, its 
strong lights and shadows, its delicate tints, its sharp out- 
lines and somewhat vivid colouring. The well-considered, 
critical and biographical notes by Henri Frayrz and 
Octave Uzanne, edited by Crartes Hotme, are printed in 
the clearest type by Messrs. Brapsury anp Acyew, whom, 
in conjunction with the proprietors of The Studio, the 
Baron heartily congratulates on” an exceptionally perfect 
work. For separate appreciation of Hoyoré Davwrer, born 
1808, the Baron refers his readers to Taackeray’s Paris 
Sketch Book. Davwier was, politically, a brutal satirist, a 
French Gritray or Row.anpson in idea, powerful in execution, 
and yet, as artist and wit, not equal to the versatile 
Gavarnt, four years his junior. English people came to be 
fairly familiar with the work of Gur~tacuwe Svtpice CaevaLier, 
known as “Gavaryt,” who, though he tried to acclimatise 
himself in London, failed in his attempts at representing the 
contemporary English as they really were, and could only 
translate them into French equivalents. But this fascinating 
theme the Baron must perforce drop, and once again he 
strongly recommends all lovers of art, and all interested in 
the history of caricature, to procure, at its very moderate price 
of five shillings, this most interesting and valuable Special 
Number of The Studio. 


Once again all who appreciate the delightful humour of 
Mr. W. W. Jacoss will heartily welcome his latest book 
entitled Dialstone Lane (Grorace Newyes, Ltd.). It is the 


‘this was not brought out by 


story of a search after an imaginary “ Treasure Island,” and 
everyone of the dramatis persone is what is termed in 
theatrical parlance “a character part ;”’ and of these eccentric 
types of middle-class rural life, including even the snappish 
girl and_her artful lover, it is noteworthy that not a single 
one is represented as being absolutely straightforward. The 
scenes , afloat, and on the island, are genuine low 
comedy ; biters are bit, and biggest thieves come off best. 
At page 153 there is a description which should make Mr. 
Jacops popular with all hunting men, though as a rule any 
allusion to field sports is quite out of his line of country. 





Mr. Fisner Uxwis makes the most important contribution 
to the fiscal controversy since novelty was worn off 
Mr. Cwampertain’s campaign and the Proe Morvister’s 
divagations. He has collected from various parts of the 
country personal testimony of men and women who lived 
or rather existed—in Protection days. They do not quote 
from Blue Books or elaborate arguments. They just tell 
how Protection actually influenced their daily life. They 
state their weekly wage, what their daily food cost them, 
and wherewithal they were clothed. Hear Mr. Prestince, 
bern seventy-six years ago in the parish of Meriden, near 
Coventry : “ My father’s wages were 9s. a week. Twopence 
a day I got for frightening the crows off a farmer’s wheat. 
Father had to pay £6 a year for his house, so you may guess 
how we lived with a 4-Ib. loaf at 114d., tea from 5s. to 8s. a 
pound, and vile sugar at 9d.a pound.” The allowance for 
this family of seven was 1 oz. of tea and a pound of bacon 
a week, with a dish or two of swedes thrown in “if we could 
get them.” My Baronite quotes this from a cloud of 
witnesses, not because the case was worse than others, but 
because its statement is comparatively brief. Every man 
who honestly desires to master the question of Protection 
versus Free Trade as it affects the life of the people should 
read these simple annals of the good old times. 





After reading that carefully-planned and _ captivatingly- | 


exciting tale of mystery and crime, written in the Sherloek- 
Holmes-Gaboriau vein, and entitled The Ambassador's Glove, 
by Rosert Macuray (Jonw Lona), even the least nervous 


person would be inclined to think twice before taking a room | 


in any one of our luxurious and gigantic hotels. 
secure a room, but can you secure the door ? 


You may | 
When staying | 


at a mammoth Hotel in Piccadilly, how would you like to be | 


awaked by masked men, one of whom tells you to be quiet, 
“his voice cutting the air hissingly like a whip,” and then to 
be requested to hand over all your valuables, worth five 
thousand pounds, to the Daring Diamond Robbers? 
the scene changes to apartments in the Hotel Chamberlain 
where, despite the name, there is no protection), which is 
run by a syndicate of murderous anarchists. The story is 
cleverly worked out, and thoroughly sensational. 


A Naughty Pussie, as a specimen of Dean’s Rag Books 
patented, ought to achieve exceptional popularity in the 
governess’s class-room. It is 
specially adapted for a small 
pocket, whence it can be ex- 
tracted at any convenient mo- 
ment when nobody is looking, 
and, if placed on a lap under 
the table, it can be surrepti- 
tiously enjoyed by any boy or 
girl quite prepared to take the 
consequences of discovery. Pity 


Messrs. Bony. Taking title 
would have been, “The Rag 
and Bohn Series.” 





Then | 











